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L E I G H  B E N N E T T
W h i p
T om m y had never made  a pie, bu t  today, for C le m e n t ine ,  he 
would.  H e ’d scour  the pan try  for ingredien ts  and bake the perfect 
pie for Clem. Flavor was first, so he c om bed  th rough  the dog-eared  
pages o f  his m o th e r ’s recipe book,  fl imsy and  s ticky with  love.
Blueberry, strawberry,  raspberry.  H ow  m any  t imes had  he 
and Clem foraged the wild pickings from her backyard vines, the 
br ight  red juices d r ip p ing  down the chin o f  her seedy smile? But  
it wasn’t qui te  season. He  cons idered a pie in her name.  Was there  
such a th ing  as a C lem en t ine  pie? If  so, surely h e ’d tas ted it and 
cou ldn ’t remember.  But  how bi t t er  it would  be, and  peeling the 
skins would  take an hour ,  at least. He  needed to w ork  faster.
He knew C le m ’s secrets— the fights at home,  tha t  scar 
f rom the old hickory  grove, tha t  she still took  her pills mashed  
in applesauce— and yearned for the ones he knew he cou ld  never 
know— the touch  o f  her pol ished f ingertips,  the delicate  curves 
o f  her back. But  T o m m y  c o u ld n ’t, for the life o f  him,  rem em ber  
C le m s  favorite pie, and in his exci t ement ,  had forgot ten to ask. 
H e d  always loved M a’s Thanksg iv ing  pecan,  bu t  it was June  and 
this wasn t abou t  what  he wanted.  Key l ime, sugar, blackberry,  
chocolate? Shoofly would  make a mess; cream seemed too obvious.
He sett led on lemon m er ingue— the pictu re  in the recipe 
book an echo o f  C le m ’s yellow-white  hair— then  set ou t  for the 
parts,  flour, white  sugar, corns ta rch ,  eggs, but ter ,  and  lemons.
O f  course lemons tar t  and br ight ,  juiced and  zested,  bo i led and  
whipped into foam. H e d  use one o f  M a’s f rozen crusts,  the ones 
s h e d  been saving for the church  bake sale, because the crust ,  the  
>-rust didn t mat ter . O n ly  the soft  whisked bi llows o f  t angy m e ­
r ingue.
He laid the pieces on the coun te r  while his pa ren ts  slept , 
and  saw' the sun come into the small room where  he and  Clem 
watched  I  Love Lucy after school .  Sometimes  his d a d ’s old Mag- 
na \ox scrambled the picture  or the wicker  chairs scra tched  their
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backs;  t h a t ’s w h e n  t h e y ’d sit  in t h e  grass a n d  tell s tor ies  o r  f l ick 
l izards f r o m  the  pa t io  screen.
T h e  pie  was t a k in g  sh ap e  n o w  bef o re  h i m ,  a n d  each new 
step,  each i n g r e d i e n t ,  he h a n d l e d  w i t h  care.  Because  a p ie  is a 
t r icky th in g ,  fragi le a n d  sweet;  b ec ause  yo u  never  k n o w  i f  y o u ’re 
d o in g  it r i g h t  u n t i l  i t ’s d o n e .  B u t  w h e n  it was d o n e ,  th e  peaks  
p r i cked  u p  in per fec t  cur ls ,  a n d  T o m m y  felt  p r o u d .  H e  w r a p p e d  the  
pie in c a r d b o a r d  a n d  t i ed  it w i t h  a bow.  O u t s i d e ,  he ro l led  o u t  his 
bicycle,  sam e  as every  day, a n d  h e a d e d  for  s cho ol ,  th e  pie p e r c h e d  
on his f i n g e r t i p s  l ike an offe r ing.
T h e  hal lways  we re  e m p t y  for  h o m e r o o m  a n d  T o m m y  was 
late. T h e  r ide  h ad  t ak en  lo n g e r  t h a n  he t h o u g h t ,  always  s t o p p i n g  
to rese tt le  th e  pie.  M a  w o u l d  scold  h i m  for  sure ,  b u t  he felt  too  
h ap p y  to  care.  H e  m a d e  his w ay  to C l e m ’s lock er  w h e re  he  s t o o d  
an d  wa i t ed .  H e  w a i t e d  by C l e m ’s lock er  w h e r e  he  k n e w  she w o u l d  
appe ar  in a m o m e n t — k n o w i n g  her  every  m o v e  or  s ens ing  it.
W h e n  the  bel l  s o u n d e d ,  the  ha l lw ay  fi l led,  a n d  T o m m y  
dragged  th e  t h i n  b o w  b e tw e e n  his f i nger s— p r o l o n g i n g  th e  gift .  H e  
l ifted th e  pie f r o m  its h o m e  a n d  held  it b e fo re  h im ,  t a k i n g  in the  
last w h i f f  o f  l e m o n ,  th e  zip o f  r i n d ,  t h e  f inal  p i c tu r e  o f  success.
T h e n  he saw her,  r o u n d i n g  the  c o r n e r  in th e  c r o w d ,  her  
books  s t acked  n ea t l y  u n d e r  he r  bare ,  sca rr ed  ar m.  She was g igg l ing  
and  goss ip ing.
It t o o k  he r  a m o m e n t  to  n o t i c e  h i m  t h e r e — the bo y  w i t h  
the  pie at  her  l o ck e r— a n d  in t h a t  m o m e n t ,  he  l a u n c h e d  his a t t ac k.  
T h e  pie s l ap p ed  Clem 's  face w i t h  a T H W A C K .
L e m o n .  M e r in g u e .  Fear.
C u r d  cov e red her  s h o u l d e r s  a n d  s p eck le d  he r  ha i r  ( t he  exact  
color  o f  her  hai r ) ,  c r u s t  s tu c k  in c l u m p s  to her  sh i r t .  For  a s ec o n d  
he co n s i d e r e d  r u n n i n g ,  b u t  o n l y  for  a second .  In s t ea d ,  he  s to o d  
f rozen,  all eyes b u t  C l e m ’s on  h im .
W h e n  the  t in  sl id d o w n  the  base  o f  he r  c h in ,  T o m m y  saw
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the shock in C le m ’s eyes, wide with cream, d r ipp ing  wi th  c o n fu ­
sion.
Clem scowled. Clem glared. T h e y  all scowled. T h e y  all
glared.
I he bell rang again and  the crowds th inne d ,  full e nough  on 
gossip for first per iod.  C le m e n t ine  ga thered  her books,  leaned into 
Tommy, and whispered thank  you, l icking the th ick  whip  from her 
pa r ted  lips.
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